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"Might have expected it," He laughed briefly. 'They
searched my place too. Felt everything with their fingers.
Did a lot of swearing, but little harm. So they've taken
Pavel! The director winks, the gendarme nods, and—
another person gone! Work together fine. One of them
holds the people by the horns while the other milks them
dry."
"You ought to stand up for Pavel!'" the mother cried,
getting up. "What he did was for the sake of everybody!"
"Who ought to?"
"Everybody!"
"Hm! So that's the way you feel! But that'll never
happen!"
With a laugh he lumbered out, and his hopeless words
• left the mother more miserable than ever.
"What if they beat him—torture him	"
She imagined her son's body bruised and bloody after a
beating, and cold fear gripped her heart. Her eyes hurt.
That day she did not light the stove, did not get dinner,
did not even drink tea. Late in the evening she ate a
piece of bread. When she went to bed that night she felt
that life had never been so empty and lonely. In the last
few years she had grown used to living in the constant
expectation of something fine and important. She had
been surrounded by the cheerful, noisy activities of young
people, while the earnest face of her son, who was respon-
sible for that good but dangerous life, had always been
before her. Now that he was gone, everything was gone.
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The next day and another sleepless night dragged out,
but even m#re slowly passed the following day. She ex-
pected someone to come, but no one did. Evening came.
Night set in. A cold rain sighed and swished against the
walls, the wind whistled down the chimney and some-
thing stirred under the floor. Drops of water dripped off

